The Tragech'e 

Onely referued their faflor to buy foules," 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous, and vnpitried end. 

Earth gapes,hell bui nes, fiends roarc, Saints pray. 

To hauehimfuddenly conueyedaway, 

Cancell hh bond of life. dcare God I pray,. 

Thar T may hue to fay, the dog is dead, 

O thou didft propheciethe time would come 
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curfie 
1 hat botreld fpider, that foule hunchback; toade. 

Sl^Afar, I cald thee then, vaine floUrifh of my fottune, 
icaldthee then, {wore fhadow, painted Queene, 

The prcfentation of.but what 1 was. 

The fiattering index of a direful! pageant, 

Oneheau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a gaftflr flagge, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous Ihof, 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the feeane 4 
Where is rhy husband now, w here be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy ? 

Who fees to thee, and cries God fatie the Queene ? 
Where Ire the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupesthat followed thee? 
Decline ajl this, and, fee w hat now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moff diff reffed widow : , . ' • - v ! 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name : 

For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care; 

For one being fued too, one that humbly foes ; 

For one commaunding all, obeyed of none: 

For one that fcornd at me, no w fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more,being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vforpe the iuft proportion of my forrow i 
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v V thyprond necke,bearc> half* my burthened yoke, 
From which, euen here, I flip my wea. y necke, 

Andlcaucthchurehcnofitall on thee: 

Farewell Yorkes wife,and Queene of fad mifchanc* 

Thefe EngUfh wocs,wil! make me fmilem Ha nce - 
jg. O thou well skild in curfes.ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.^ , 

6 ) Mar. Forheare to fleep the night,and faft theday, 
Compare dead happinefte with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that Hew them fowler then he is : 

Bectring thyJoflc mikes the bad caufer worse, 

Reuolumg this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

6 ) a. My words are dull, G quicken them with thine. 
£~M. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine 
But. Why fhould cahmitie be full of words i Exit Alar 
jb u, Windie atturnies to your client woes, 

Aierie focceedersofinteftatc ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of rnifeties. 

Let them haue icope.though what they do impart 
Helpe not atall, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not toong- tide, goe with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonn.es fraothred ; 

I heare-his drum, be copious in exclaims-;. 

Enter King %ichard marching with Drumntes 
and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

But. A (he, chat might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfcd, wombe. 

Fro m all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£ht . , Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne,- 
Where fliould be gtauen, if that right were right, 

The flaughtet of the Prince that owde that crowne, 

A nd the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine flaue, where are my children ? • 
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